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Alex crowded him as they stopped at the small host desk, Neil lost and looking around as Geddy shouted over 
the din. 


"Rush. Geddy." He held up three fingers, indicating the three reserved seats. They were supposed to be here at 


Tpm but with Alex in tow and traffic on the strip it was pushing 8 already. "Our manager made reservations." 


"Yes," said the hostess as she crossed his name out with a rather chewed blue pen “The others in your party 


are already seated." 


Geddy sighed to himself. Alex and his damn hair. Ray arraigned for them and their opening band to get 
together in LA before their show to ‘get to know each other‘ as he lasciviously laughed. Two dorks from 
Willowdale and whatever Neil was set up on a triple date with The Runaways. Geddy wasn't particularly 
impressed after listening to them. Alex has insisted on breaking out his dress shirt and sweater for a more 
formal look And Neil still dressed like he was on a quick trip to Marks and Sparks. The three of them couldn't 
look more out of place walking into the Rainbow Bar and Grill where LA Chic met the dirt of the Strip. Ever 


the diligent school boys, they kept their 'dates' and agreed to make nice with the openers for the night. Who 


knew; maybe they would be better live than on record. 


Geddy's mother was pushing him to find a girl and get married. He shook his head slightly as the hostess 
snaked them through the tables and booths. She dropped three menus on the table and turned on her heel, 


apparently sensing the unease in the room. 


The girls clung together in the back of the large booth, looking up from under shadowed eyes as the three 
men stood at the table's edge. 


"Hi," Geddy started when no one else would. "We're Rush. I'm Geddy, and this is Alex." Alex gave a little wave 


and a smile, already trying to charm his way into someone's panties. "He's Neil." 


"You're in the right place," said the dark haired girl. "I'm Joan, this is Lita," she thumbed at the girl to her left. 
"N that's Cherie." 


"Nice to meet you." Neil loomed over the table, impossibly tall and gangly. Room was made and the boys slid 
into the booth, Neil ending up on the far side as Alex and Geddy stuck together. 


"How you on drinks? Do you need another round?" It was the first thing Alex said since getting out of the car. 
Lita tipped her beer bottle to check the level, satisfied with what was left and shook her head. Cherie's pint 

glass was obviously full and Joan just shook her head. A waiter appeared and took their drink orders; red wine 
for Geddy, white for Alex, and a snifter of brandy for The Professor. Cherie rolled her eyes at the order, the 


girl's assortment of beers lowbrow in comparison. 


"So, yeah, umm, our manager Ray thought we should get to know you a bit before the show tomorrow. Alex 


had nothing to occupy his hands until his drink arrived and started ripping apart the floral centerpiece. 


The girls were under impressed and not very talkative. Geddy already knew that the chemistry was wrong and 


it wouldn't work out, but leave it to Alex to try to overcome the impossible. 


"| play guitar, do you play?" He pointed at Cherie next to him. She clung to her beer glass and glared across 
the table at Joan. 


"She doesn't, but | do." That was all Alex got out of her. 


"Well, yes, and Geddy here plays bass." He looked at the two remaining girls before letting his dick run his 
mouth. "You look like a bass player too. I'd bet you'd get along great with Geddy." 


Lita scowled, shooting a commiserating look at Geddy before averting her eyes back to the table. 


"Oh, not a bass player then? Drummer? Neil's a drummer." 


Lita fumed silently, insulted. Geddy got the message but clearly Alex missed it. "And what do you play Cherie?" 
"She plays the tambourine," Joan croaked, obviously an inside joke. 

Cherie straightened her scarf before primly saying, "I'm the singer." 

Geddy smiled flatly. So it was her off key caterwauling on top of the instrumental mess. Lovely. 


The drinks arrived and Geddy downed a fortifying gulp of the horrible house wine. This was going to be a long 
night indeed. 


Geddy followed Neil's lead of sitting back and letting Alex dig himself into a hole. They obviously had nothing in 
common and nothing to talk about. The girls were standoffish after apparently being set up by their 
management as well. This night wouldn't be over soon enough. Geddy checked his watch. 815. Was it too soon to 
order food to go? He was pretty sure the girls would be just as relieved to escape for the night. 


A photographer snuck around and took a photo of the six of them in the booth. There were photos of all the 
famous musicians on the wall above their booth, so this was going to go the same route probably. If anything 
ever became of Rush or the Runaways. True, Rush had done better after hitting the bottom before 2112, but 
things could always swing around again if they weren't careful. The Runaways were new and upcoming, but 


Geddy didn't get any sort of superstar vibe from them. You'd never know it the way Ray gushed. 


Sure that it would be a horrible photo, Geddy tried to relax. Alex kept talking but the girls were silent. 
Occasionally Joan would grunt or nod at something, but Cherie seemed obsessed with the scarf and Lita just 


people watched across the restaurant. 


It took an hour for the next fifteen minutes to drag by, and with no sight of their waiter again Geddy was 
really considering just cutting and running. He knew by Neil's nervous tapping on the table that he was ready to 
go. His foot was keeping a perfect 6/8 time while his index finger was in 13. It would make an interesting melody 


for something. 
"Right, Ged?" Alex leaned into him. The booth was just big enough for the six of them, and there were a few 
inches of buffer zone between the boys and girls. Alex leaning upon Geddy was nothing new, but to be so open 


in mixed company was a bit unnerving. 


"Yeah, sure Alex" Geddy gently nudged him away. It wasn't the time nor the place. Geddy looked at his watch 
again and noticed the time hadn't moved. Maybe he needed a new battery? 


There was a break in Alex's monologue and Neil jumped in. "While the evening has been enlightening, ladies, sadly 


we must depart” Geddy noticed looks of relief on several faces; at least the feeling was mutual. 


"Oh, no wait, they haven't even heard the joke about the nun yet" 


Geddy swallowed the last of his wine and started to get up, not waiting for Alex and his off color humor to 
further cement the horror of the evening. 


"So, three Irish nuns and a donkey walk into a bar." Geddy grabs Alex by the arm and starts pulling him away 
from the table. He's heard this joke too many times before and even if they're rock and rollers, they're still 


ladies. "Hey, let me finish! 

"Thank you for your time, ladies." Leave it to Neil to be diplomatic and obliquely painfully accurate, never 
mentioning how enjoyable it had been or what a great time they had. "Must get Alex home before midnight. He 
turns into a pumpkin." 

The girls had already relaxed with the guys out of the booth. Talk about a bad set up. Geddy knew better than 
to listen to Ray. Every time it blew up in his face and yet still he went. No one said goodbye as they walked 


out back to reclaim their car. 


"Why are we leaving? We haven't even eaten yet. And they were so into my jokes, Geddy, the one by Neil was 
trying not to laugh." 


Joan had been pounding beers and what Alex mistook for suppressed laughter had actually been belches, but 
Geddy wasn't going to spoil his mood. "Nah, c'mon man, they weren't that into us. And hasn't Charlene been 
busting you about Adrian?" 

"Two of them are lesbians." 

Alex stopped in his tracks and Geddy slowed to match him. "What? How do you know?" 

Neil walked tall and proud, hunting out the borrowed car at the bottom of the hill. He shrugged. "| could tell." 


"Noooo.' Alex fished a cigarette out of his pocket. "Really?" 


"Yep. Joan and Cherie." He nodded again. Neil was usually pretty astute in his observations, and Geddy gave him 
more credit than most. 


"Huh." Well, better a bad date with a bunch of lesbians than just knowing his personality was an immediate turn 
off. Geddy no longer felt to bad about the triple date. Doomed from the start through no fault of his own. 


"Then again." Neil was apart, as always, indicating at how close Geddy and Alex were walking. Alex tossed an 


arm over Geddy's shoulder and pulled him into his hip. "That's one way to get a date." 


Geddy just smiled wryly, knowing he was going back to their hotel with the best looking person from the bar. 


